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| Picked You A Flower 


"| can't believe you fuckin’ said that!" Taylor bawled. 

The drummer had stormed in and slammed the dressing room door in his wake. That one gesture had shaken 
the walls and the sound had reverberated around the room. Dave flinched as Taylor screamed, his hands 
tucked in his pockets and his head lowered. 

Normally anything Dave said on stage was taken as a joke. That space at the front of the venue was his, a 
place where disbelief was suspended and anything that did happen was taken with a pinch of salt and laughed 
off. 


Yet Dave had said something that had touched a nerve, not just with Taylor but many others. Eyes had 
watched him as he'd hobbled from the stage. Words had been whispered from behind hands. 


Were he and Taylor-? 


Did he and Taylor-? 


Where? When? How long? 


It had been during the band introductions when Dave had decided to push the envelope a little further. Besides, 
he'd already told one audience he was all but going to make out with Taylor while he'd kissed a more-than-life- 
sized photo of Taylor before another audience. Introducing Taylor as "my friend, my lover" should have been 
another in the long line of teasing jokes that he'd been rolling out. 


Except that it had gone down faster than a hooker with the promise of an extra hundred. 


"Why can't you keep your fat fuckin’ mouth shut, Dave?!" Taylor continued. "Just fuckin’ shut up and play! 
They don't want to hear you talk. They want to hear you fuckin’ play. That's what they're paying good fuckin’ 
money for you fuckin’ stupid idiot!" 


Taylor's words were like a bullet to Dave's heart and he rubbed a hand over his smarting eyes. He could feel 
his throat tightening, the pain and grief threatening to spill over. He thought he'd been funny and the crowd 
had certainly lapped it up. 


"You're not funny, Dave. You think you are, but you're not. Do you know how much you've fuckin’ embarrassed 
me? That stupid fuckin! comment's now on fuckin’ You Tube and I've got my fuckin’ friends out there asking 
how long Dave Fuckin’ Grohl's been boning me. Fuckin’ kill the stupidity, okay?" 


"Taylor..." Dave's voice cracked. 


"Don't fuckin’ "Taylor" me, asshole. Mouth. Shut. | don't want to hear your yap for at least the next twelve 


fuckin’ hours. l'm not your lover and I'm not sure | even want to be your friend right now.’ 


That was all it took for Dave's heart to shatter into a million pieces. Everything he'd ever felt and everything 
he'd ever wanted we washed away with Taylor's anger. For so long, he'd hidden his feelings, buried them in 
cryptic lyrics and hoped that one day the message he was putting out in to the universe would come back to 


him. 

It was coming back, just not in the way he'd hoped it would. Slumping on to a couch, Dave held his head in his 
hands and stared at the rug between his feet. He was shattered and hurting, the pain a numb coldness that 
was swelling in his stomach. 

“Taylor, I'm sorry," he murmured. 

"Yeah, apologise now. | don't want to hear it. | gotta go smooth things over." 

Taking a deep breath, Dave looked up. Taylor was angry. Probably beyond angry, and it showed in his clenched 


fists and tightened shoulders. His face was twisted in to a snarl and Dave felt himself shrink back into the 


couch. 


Finally, he asked, "How do you feel?" 


"How do | feel? You're asking how / fuckin’ feel?! Shit, Dave, you need to knock those pain drugs the docs gave 
you on the head. You can tell how | fuckin’ feel." 


"No. Deep down. In your soul. How do you feel about us?" 


That caused the drummer to stall, his hand wrapped around the door handle. He looked at Dave and, while the 
anger still sparked through his eyes, his body appeared to relax. 


"We're friends. | love you an all. But we're just friends. How do you feel about us?" 
Dave nodded and returned his gaze to the floor. "Yeah," he replied "Just friends." 


Getting to his feet, Dave slowly approached Taylor. He saw the drummer flinch. Saw his hand tighten on the 
handle. He placed a hand in the small of Taylor's back. 


"Just friends," he softly repeated. 


The hotel had a small, private courtyard buried in the heart of the building. Tiny lights were hidden among the 
shrubbery and water trickled over carefully placed rocks. Dave hobbled a circuit of the courtyard. Then 
another. And another. He kept walking until the crutches chaffed at his arms and the pain flared through his 
leg. He knew he was doing himself no good but he needed to move. Needed to work out the stress that was 


making him feel ill 


Eventually he fell on to a bench, his leg sore and aching. For a moment, he took in the sound of the fountain 
and the sweet, night time scent of the flowers. Before him were clumps of colourful pansies, the little petals 
turned toward him. They were beautiful and open, sunny and happy. Just like someone he knew. 


Dave winced as he got to his knees. Searching through the little flowers, he found one in a glorious shade of 


yellow. 


With the flower carefully clutched in one hand, he stood before Taylor's door. Dave felt as though his life was 
flashing before his eyes. Where it should have shown friends and family, it instead played every moment he'd 
spent with Taylor. Every moment of laughter, every pause, every little smile, every unconscious touch, every 


sparkle in their eyes. 


Dave knocked and waited. A moment later and the door was yanked open. Taylor, looking rumpled and sleepy, 


stood before him. With a small smile, Dave held out the flower. 


"The fuck?" Taylor murmured before he yawned. 

"My apology," he said. 

Taylor looked between him and the flower before opening the door a little wider. Dave limped in and went 
straight for the bathroom. Filling one of the hotel's glasses with water, he placed the flower in it before 


putting the makeshift vase on the dresser. 


"I'm sorry," Dave repeated. "| shouldn't have said what | said. But | love you, Taylor. I've loved you from the 


moment | laid eyes on you and | can't keep it inside any longer. I'm sorry.’ 


Sighing, he sat on the edge of the bed as the sadness of unrequited love rose again. When Taylor sat beside 
him, Dave looked at him sadly. 


"How couldn't you notice?" he asked. 

‘| did notice," Taylor quietly replied. "I just chose not to act on it" 

"Why?" 

The drummer shrugged. “Because. Friends. People like that. They don't like.. that" 
"Gay men?" 

Taylor shook his head, his ruffled hair falling into his weary eyes. 

"Did you ever want to act on it?" Dave asked. 

Again, Taylor shrugged. "Maybe. But | was scared." 

"Of other peoples opinions?" 


It took a moment but finally Taylor nodded. Dave felt his broken heart begin to warm a little. He folded his 


hands in his lap and once more looked to the floor. 

"| was wondering if | could, well, if | could" 

He heard Taylor chuckle softly. "Are you lost for words?" 
It was Dave's turn to nod. "Yeah. Yeah, | am." 


When a warm, strong hand was placed in the small of his back, Dave allowed himself to relax. 


"You can say it," Taylor quietly pressed. 
| was wondering if | could kiss you?" 
"Can we keep it a secret? You and me?" 


Dave nodded. "If that's what you need then, yes, we can keep it a secret until such a time as you feel 


comfortable." 


Fingers curled beneath his chin and Dave allowed his head to be lifted. Taylor's eyes were warm in the room's 


low light, the anger of earlier having disappeared. 

‘I'd love you to kiss me," the drummer quietly replied. 

Dave shuffled closer and draped an arm around the smaller man's shoulders. Leaning closer, he brushed his 
lips against Taylor's, his tears finally falling. His heart soared as Taylor clasped his chin and tenderly returned 


the kiss. 


"l'Il always pick flowers for you," he murmured. "Always." 


